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Chapter 1

The music was so loud it vibrated his bones. The song ended and Silas Vane collected his money, waved to the adoring crowd, and left the stage. He handed the bouncer guarding the dressing room door a couple dollars, like he did after every set, and grabbed a folding chair to sit at his station. The club where he danced was a former Supercuts and at the beginning of the night, each dancer selected a spot to call his own. This was where they’d leave their gym bag, boots, extra G-strings, and any other paraphernalia until they finished and left at three o’clock in the morning, tired, sweaty, and almost never alone. There was always some unsatisfied wife or girlfriend ready to spend the night with a hot stripper.

Tony, a dancer like Silas, was already on break. The guys gave each other a high-five from across the room. Tony sat naked, cooling himself off by fanning a towel, before it was time to head back out for his next set. Silas peeled off his sweaty G-string and dropped it in his gym bag and then sat naked like Tony.

“Did you tap into that bachelorette party?” Tony asked.

“I did. Good money. Horny women.”

“Me too. The future bride pulled my G-string aside and sucked my dick for a quick second. Her bridesmaids made her stop.”

“I’ll try to get some of that on my next set,” Silas said. 

“Good money. Horny women.”

They laughed. Tony checked his phone and Silas did the same. He’d danced with Tony at this club for three years but knew almost nothing about the man. Most dancers preferred it that way. They had outside relationships; jobs, wives, girlfriends, and most had no idea what these guys occasionally did on the weekend. Dancing in a club like this was extra money and a chance to add spice to their lives. Silas looked up from his phone and wondered about the man.

“Are you married, Tony?” Silas asked.

“Yeah. Two kids.”

“That’s nice. Does she know you dance?”

“Yeah. She doesn’t care as long as I come home every night and bring all that cash. I let her play around a little too. Just to be fair.”

“That’s big of you.”

“Not really. She always comes home crazy horny. Win-win for me.”

Both men laughed.

“What about you, Silas? Wife?”

“No wife but I have about a hundred and thirty kids.”

Tony choked on his water.

“What the hell? Wear a condom, man.”

“I teach at community,” Silas explained.

“Oh. I get it. Your kids.”

“Exactly.”

“You pull any pussy out from that pool?”

Silas laughed again.

“Hell yes. You should see some of those girls in the summer. Absolute heartbreakers. Short skirts and tank tops. No bras. No panties half the time. Sundresses like you wouldn’t believe.”

“Delicious.”

The dressing room door opened, and Jacob stumbled through, leading a pretty brunette, obviously drunk, who was wearing a tiara and a short lace veil.

“Come on,” Jacob told her. “Come see behind the curtain.”

“Am I allowed back her?” she asked.

“Only hot girls are allowed back into the dancer’s dressing room,” Jacob said, “and you are definitely hot.” He noticed Tony and Silas, sitting naked. “Hi guys,” he said. “Meet my new friend, Tabitha. Tabby, meet Silas and Tony.”

Tony waved but remained seated. Silas stood to shake her hand. When he did, his big soft cock flopped from his lap.

“You have no clothes on,” she said, slurring a little.

“Nope. I’m cooling off from dancing. In a few minutes I’ll put on a dry G-string and go back out. Until then, you’re stuck with me nude. Don’t worry though, Tony is naked too.”

Tony stood, giving Tabby a look at his naked body. He sat down again and returned his attention to his phone.

“You guys are so hot,” she said. “You have big dicks. Does every guy working here have a big dick?”

“It’s kind of a job requirement,” Silas said. “Jacob has a big dick too.”

“I know,” she said. “I squeezed it while tipping him. Here, let me tip you too.”

The guys looked at each other as Tabitha fumbled through her purse. Tony mouthed the words; That’s the bride that sucked my dick. Silas and Jacob smiled at each other.

“When are you getting married, Tabby?” Silas asked.

“Monday afternoon.”

“How do you feel about the same man, the same cock for the rest of your life?”

“I was fine until I came here and drank too much. Now I see all these hot guys with big dicks, and I suddenly have doubts, you know?”

“Sure. That makes sense.”

Jacob led Tabitha farther into the dressing room. Silas took her hand from her purse and guided it to his hanging meat. She curled her fingers around the shaft.

“You should enjoy a big cock or two before you enter the prison that is matrimony,” Silas said. “I offer mine. I know Jacob would be fine if you touched his as well. Maybe even Tony. Take your pick. We are here to serve.”

Jacob pulled aside his G-string, allowing his fat dick to hang free. Silas took her purse from her and sat it on his workstation chair. Jacob guided her free hand to his penis. Now she held both, gently stroking.

“These are nice ones,” she said, staring down.

“You should suck on them a little,” Silas said. “While you have the chance.”

Jacob fought back laughter. Tabby never looked up. The bride-to-be crouched and lifted Silas’s soft cock to her mouth.

Tony carefully lifted his phone, beginning to record. He and the boys had done these a hundred times.

Tabitha sucked Silas first and then swung her head towards Jacob. His cock slipped between her lips too. Silas guided her hands to stroke them both while she took turns sucking one and then the other. Both men rose quickly. The harder they got, the more excited she became. She never noticed Tony recording.

“We’re going to take turns fucking you now,” Silas said. “Is that cool, Tabitha? Hot new stripper cock? The last new cock ever? What a great memory.”

He helped her stand and then bent her at the waist. He turned the woman towards Jacob and lifted her dress in back. He tugged her panties aside. Tabitha found Jacob’s hard cock in her face and naturally started sucking. She groaned loudly when Silas pushed in. Jacob held the back of her head and Silas gripped her hips. Both men began to saw back and forth. Tony gave a thumbs-up that he was recording everything.

“Don’t neglect Jacob,” Silas said, pulling his cock out and spinning Tabby around.

The woman opened wide for Silas’s dick, grunting when Jacob pushed deep.

“You’ll remember this night forever,” Jacob said.

The men fucked her at each end and then traded again. Tabitha was a sexual ragdoll, hungry for stripper cock. She’d left the apartment she shared with her fiancé determined to come home with a bachelorette party story. Her expectations had been met and exceeded. Silas looked at the clock on the wall.

“You gotta go?” Jacob asked.

“Break’s over,” Silas said.

“Bust your nut,” Jacob told him. “I’ll stay and finish her off. Can’t send her home horny. Remember that one fiancé that came back to the club? Wanted to fight all of us?”

Silas chuckled, pumping his hips.

“Yeah. That boy left angry. Thanks for the offer but I need to save it. I’m meeting another woman later. Gotta make sure I’m nice and hard for her.”

“Zadie? The one you told me about?”

“Yup.”

“You need to introduce me to her before she catches feelings for you.”

“Too late. Maybe I can use you to distract her.”

“Sign me up. She sounds hot.”

“She is.”

Silas withdrew his cock from a disappointed Tabby and smacked her on the ass. He spun her around and offered his dick to her mouth.

“Suck your pussy juice off me,” he instructed. “I need to put on a fresh G-string and hit the stage.”

Tabitha obediently opened wide. Silas had seen this a million times. He didn’t understand the psychology behind it, but more often than not, even the most fiercely independent woman would become submissive to a big hard cock. He’d love to read a study done on the topic, but who would ever do it? Silas rested his hands on his hips and let Tabitha work. She ran her tongue up and down his length while Jacob fucked her from behind. She sucked the head and shaft clean and slathered his big balls.

“Good enough,” he said, taking his erection away from her.

He leaned over and kissed her lips and high-fived Tony. Moments later he wore a dry G-string and a grin, headed out to the front stage to start his next round, picturing Zadie down on her knees, sucking just like Tabitha had.

Zadie welcomed his dominance now. Silas now had the right to fuck her however and whenever he wished. To spice things up he’d gotten daring, fucking her in his car close to her house, fucking her inside a theater, fucking her in a restaurant bathroom after a public lunch together. Zadie could not get enough.

Time for another threesome with Mira, he thought, stuffing his partially swollen penis into his thong. This time, I want to see them fuck each other.

The music grew louder as he approached the dressing room door. He shook hands with the bouncer and headed for the stage. A handful of cute girls approached him. He recognized the rest of the bride’s entourage.

“Have you seen our friend?” the short, cute blonde asked.

Silas almost laughed at the looks of concern on their faces. What the fuck did they think was going to happen when they go out drinking and flirting with hot strippers. They weren’t out looking for brilliant conversation. He was instantly annoyed. These girls thought they could do whatever they wished, and others would bear the responsibility.

“The bride-to-be?” he asked.

Their faces lit up.

“Yes!” the blonde said. “We lost track of her. She was hitting on a dancer and then she was gone.”

Silas jerked his thumb over a shoulder.

“Yeah,” he said, starting towards the stage again. “She’s in the dressing room getting her brains fucked out. She’s pretty happy about it. Give her some time and she’ll come back to you.”

Their faces fell.

“No!” the blonde said. “We need to stop her. She’s getting married in less than forty-eight hours.”

Silas shook his head.

“Is she over twenty-one?”

“Yes.”

“Then she’s an adult making her own choices. She came back there because she wanted to. She’s fucking Jacob because that’s what she wants. You ain’t her mommy or daddy. Let her live with her own decisions.”

The group was taken aback.

“She’s drunk,” a redhead accused.

“She’s not that drunk,” Silas said. “Trust me. If you saw her sucking cock and fucking, you’d realize she’s not that drunk.”

“Did you fuck her too?” a thin brunette asked.

“Yup. I didn’t nut in her though. Oh, and she sucked my dick too.” Silas pulled his G-string away and let his partially swollen cock flop out, right there next to people drinking. The girls stared, shocked. “She’s a fiend,” he continued, tucking himself away after they got a good look. “She wanted a wild night before she settles for one man the rest of her life. Let her have her fun.”

He walked away, leaving a knot of stunned girls in his wake. He hit the stage and worked through his sets, watching the bachelorette party give him hateful stares.

A little more booze and they’ll be sucking my dick too.

Eventually, the night came to a close. The crowd thinned and the music stopped. He packed his gear and said goodnight to the other dancers and then he jumped in his Toyota 4Runner. His phone rang. Ian.

“Shit,” he said.

He answered the call.

“Are you on your way to see Zadie?”

“Yes. She’s out with friends. We’re meeting after.”

“This is taking too long, Silas. I told you I want their marriage destroyed. I want you to get her pregnant.”

“I’m working on it. I told you it would take time.”

Ian grumbled some more but Silas tuned him out. The man was a pain.

“Look, Ian,” he interrupted. “It will happen. Just keep jerking off to the hot videos I’m sending and be patient. Think how much sweeter it will be when it finally happens.”

“Fuck you, Silas. Get it done.”


Chapter 2

Zadie fidgeted in the doctor’s waiting room. She hated using a physician she didn’t know but for a visit like this, she had to be sure nothing made it back to family and friends. Her menstrual cycle was late, but the pregnancy tests she took were negative. Rather than trust a stick she peed on, she decided to see a doctor and have a professional take a look, just to be sure. Now she regretted coming. Everyone that entered the lobby seemed to look at her with disdain. She felt surrounded by judgement.

Cheater, their eyes seemed to say. Whore. Jezebel. Slut.

I have become the woman I used to hate. I owe several friends an apology.

She thought back on the path that had led her to this moment. Should she have done things differently? Probably. Yes. Would she now, if given the chance to redo her steps?

Her imagination landed on a naked Silas, standing in the cheap motel room they liked to use, fully erect and craving her with raw animal passion. Her pussy tingled at the memories of his fat cock inside her. No man ever felt the way he does. He was easily the best sex she’d ever had.

No, she thought. Fuck no. If I had it to do all over again, I’d do it again. She ran her palm over her lower belly. What if I carry his child? She was unsure how she felt about that.

A heavy-set older woman wearing glasses and a sweater stepped into the waiting room and called a name. The woman seated next to Zadie stood and exited the room with the nurse.

She was waiting when I got here. I should be next.

Zadie nervously gathered the hem of her skirt. Minutes later her name was called, and she was led to an examination room and told to remove her panties and take a seat on the table. The woman in glasses left her alone. Zadie tugged her panties down and wadded them before stuffing the ball in her purse. She sat silently for a minute and then the door opened. An older gentleman accompanied by two young males entered the room. The older man extended a hand.

“Hi, Zadie. I’m Doctor Viga. I have two interns making my rounds with me today. Do you consent to their presence?”

Zadie laughed on the inside.

The show is on the other foot, she thought. Let’s see how I like it.

“I do. We need more doctors.”

Doctor Viga motioned the young men around the table. He asked Zadie what brought her in today and she explained in halting and embarrassed language that she was concerned she might be pregnant.

“The home tests say no but I need something more reliable,” she added.

“Those tests are highly reliable,” he said.

“I need absolute certainty.”

The doctor studied her expression.

“I understand,” he said. “Let’s get started.”

He lifted the stirrup arms attached to each side of the table and brought them waist high.

“If you’ll please lie back, I’ll take a look.”

Zadie swallowed hard. She lifted her billowy skirt, worn especially for today’s appointment, and leaned backward, placing her feet in the stirrups. The doctor adjusted the height, lifting her legs and spreading them. An erotic tingle shot through her.

What the fuck is wrong with me? she wondered. Does everything turn me on now? Is everything sexual? She darted glances at the interns. Handsome. Good looking young men with intelligent eyes. They are about to see my cheating cunt. Will they masturbate later about what they saw here today.

Titillation surged. The doctor spun the crank, lifting and spreading her legs even farther. Zadie watched their faces, waiting for the moment they began staring at her pussy. She had to stifle a small gasp. Like Mira, she’d started waxing. Everything was as smooth as pink glass down there. She’d studied her own pussy in the mirror after the spa, marveling at how delicate and clean everything looked. This was what the interns saw now, she knew, and the thought turned her on. She felt her labia begin to swell. She knew all three men would see her growing arousal and that turned her on more.

He's about to discover how wet I already am.

Her face flushed crimson. She closed her eyes. The doctor began his manipulations and his hands on her almost made her gasp again. Occasionally a stray finger grazed her clit and sent shockwaves through her.

Too often to be accidental, she thought. Fucking doctor is toying with me, teasing me in front of his male colleagues.

She realized she should be furious, but she knew all three stared at her, and she liked that. She held their complete attention, and it felt good.

The male gaze, she thought. I love drawing the male gaze. I never cared about it before, but I certainly do now. Is it because I’m getting older?

She relaxed her lower back, allowing her hips to spread and her legs to open a little wider. She heard one of the young men softly exhale and wanted to believe it was because of her.

I wonder if I’m making them hard.

She felt pressure at her opening and then something thick penetrated. Now it was her turn to exhale.

“Comfortable?” Doctor Viga asked.

“Not bad,” she mumbled.

“No problem with lubrication,” he announced.

She blushed. What a polite way of saying she was already wet.

Well? Why not?

She embraced her feelings of arousal. Typically, in this clinical situation, she’d be all business. Now she admitted that having three attractive men between her legs, gawking at her pretty pussy, the pussy she’d just had stripped of all hair, was fucking exciting. The doctor moved the instrument, and her sweet cunt made a soft slurping sound. She was soaked and they all knew why.

Her arousal grew with each passing minute. The doctor continued his careful examination, and Zadie fought the urge to writhe in pleasure on his table. She knew the physical inspection was only a formality. The truest results would come from her blood test. But she’d been having a lot of sex with Silas lately and wanted to make sure everything was still okay down there.

“All done,” the doctor said. “I’ll send in the phlebotomist to draw some blood. We’ll know with absolute certainty by tomorrow. You can get dressed.”

The men began to shuffle out the door. Zadie’s breasts ached with need. She sat up and decided to forgo her panties, allowing the warm breezes to swirl beneath her loose skirt. She waited for the door to click closed and then filled both hands with her tits. She caressed her large breasts and tweaked the nipples. It was too soon to call Silas again. She knew he had plans and was out of town. Yet there was no denying this need.

Silas has turned me into a sex fiend.

She straightened her skirt and waited. The phlebotomist entered, a young man who looked barely eighteen, and she considered making a move on him. She dropped that idea. He would have panicked.

She soon left the doctor’s office hornier than she’d been in a long time. Jax was at work but when she thought about it, she realized she no longer desired her husband. They’d grown steadily apart since the kids left for college. She got out her phone and called her sister.

“Save me from doing something stupid,” she told Mira.

“Why? I always love it when you do something stupid. Draws the attention away from me. Let’s visit mom and dad. You can do your stupid in front of them.”

“Stop it, Mira. I’m serious.”

“What are you thinking about doing?”

“Fucking a stranger.”

Mira laughed.

“That has worked out pretty well for you, sis. Where’s Silas?”

“Out of town with his students.”

“You could always fuck your husband.”

After a moment of silence both women burst out laughing.

“Sounds like you need to take care of yourself,” Mira said.

“Like how?”

“You have any toys at home? You’ll need a big one. Silas has ruined you for small toys.”

“I have no toys at all.”

Mira scoffed.

“Where are you? I’m on my way. No twenty-first century woman should go without toys. I’m taking you to an adult store. We’ll find a replacement for Silas.”


Chapter 3

“I can’t believe this place,” Zadie said, lifting her eyes to scan the inside of the massive structure.

Three stories high and open in the center, Tommy’s Playground was the premier adult store in town. Balconies ran around the inside of the second and third floors, looking down on the atrium. Almost a hundred people milled about the different levels, shopping and eyeing each other.

“Humans are freaks,” Mira replied.

“I had no idea the spectrum of human sexuality ran to such extremes. Depending on the species, animals typically have a visual or olfactory clue for when to engage in sex. Humans can make anything sexual. Humans make everything sexual.”

“You seem surprised,” Mira said. “How did you get through college without knowing this?”

“I studied in college. A lot. My nose was in a book all the time. My boyfriend was as studious as me. I had no time to explore human sexuality.”

“I promise you that’s what the other students were doing. Often.”

“I got straight As.”

Mira applauded with a golf-clap.

“Good for you, sis. But what did that gain you? Because here we are, prowling my favorite adult store, trying to expand your sexual horizons. You ended up in the same place as these people despite your scholastic diligence.”

“Shut up. Find me a toy I will enjoy.”

Mira chuckled. They wandered the huge emporium, passing endless hardcore DVDs and racks of fetish clothing, leather and lace. Mira guided her sister to the first-floor back wall and a display of dildos which had caught her eye. Zadie gawked at the variety of plastic penises and other self-pleasure devices.

“That’s a lot of dicks,” Zadie joked.

“Cool!” Mira said, snatching a packet from a display stand.

“What’s that?” Zadie asked.

“My treat to you. Let’s buy this now and then keep shopping.”

“What is it?”

“You’ll see.”

Mira grabbed a second package for herself, and then they backtracked to the register. When Mira placed her purchases on the counter, Zadie saw the devices clearly for the first time.

“An internal vibrator?”

“Yes,” Mira answered. “This one has everything. First, you slip the egg part inside your pussy. Then you pull up the special electric panties to hold the egg in. This toy comes with a remote so someone else, namely me in this case, can control when you get zapped. This will be fun. You’ll love it.”

Zadie felt uncomfortable but kept her concerns to herself. Mira wouldn’t have listened anyway.

“Do you have a bathroom in this place?” Mira asked the salesman. “I want her to put these on right now.”

The greasy-haired employee pointed at a far door.

“Let’s go,” Mira said.

“Wait. Now? Why do you want me to put it on now?”

Mira chuckled.

“It will be fun browsing the store, shopping, teasing you when you least expect it. You can do the same to me.”

“Is it weird for two sisters to do this to each other?”

“Why would it be weird? It’s not like we’re touching. Just pretend I’m rubbing your shoulders after a long day, or I thoughtfully made you a cup of hot chocolate. It’s only weird if you make it weird. Don’t think of it as sexual.”

They entered the restroom and took separate stalls. Mira came out first.

“I don’t know about this,” Zadie said from behind the door.

“For fuck’s sake, Zade. Come on. Considering all the crazy shit you’ve done lately, this is pretty mild.”

“Shut up.”

Zadie smoothed her skirt and exited the stall. She handed her remote to Mira, who noticed the band aid on her inner forearm for the first time.

“Did you give blood today?” Mira asked.

Zadie ripped the band aid off and threw it in the trash.

“Kind of,” she admitted.

Mira waited for an explanation.

“I stopped by a clinic,” Zadie said.

Mira’s face registered shock.

“You think you might be pregnant?” Mira asked, incredulously. “What the hell? Silas? Oh, fuck, Zade. Holy shit. You’re worried Silas put a baby in you?”

“You don’t have to gloat.”

“Yes, I do. This is awesome. You were always the perfect daughter. If mom and dad could only see you now. Well? Are you?”

“The tests all say no but I wanted confirmation. I find out conclusively tomorrow.”

Mira couldn’t stop grinning.

“Shut up,” Zadie said.

She turned to check her appearance in the long mirror and fixed her hair.

“So, what now?” Zadie asked. “Do I carry yours or whaaaaaa? Jesus! What the fuck? Is it always that intense?”

Mira laughed. She’d zapped Zadie mid-sentence, and her sister had almost crumpled.

“Fucking hell,” Zadie said, bracing her hands on the sink. “That was intense.”

“That was the lowest setting,” Mira said. “Here’s my remote. Do me now.”

Zadie pressed buttons and turned dials, figuring out which controlled what. Mira jumped and jerked and squirmed.

“Enough!” Mira laughed. “You got it. Let’s get back to shopping. Hit me whenever you want and I’ll do the same. No warnings. Let’s have fun.”

The salesman watched them closely as they exited the restroom. He kept one hand below the counter, his arm moving slowly back and forth.

“Look over there,” Zadie said. “He knows what we’re doing. That salesman is either cleaning the glass or he’s masturbating.”

Mira laughed.

“Let’s help him get off,” she said.

“Let’s not. He’s gross.”

“We’re not going to touch him, Zade. We’re going to tease him. You need to learn to enjoy your female powers more. Take the stick out of your butt.”

Zadie rolled her eyes.

“Why would I take life advice from my little sister?”

“Hey!” Mira shouted across the store. “Two babes zapping each other in your store? Fucking hot, right? I’ll make it hotter. We’re sisters!”

Caught, the man quickly looked away. Several other patrons raised their heads to watch the girls, wondering what was going on. The salesman started watching them again, openly rubbing the front of his pants.

“He’s not even trying to hide it,” Zadie said.

“Look around, sis. We’re surrounded by every kind of sex. Why should he hide anything? Come on.”

“Dang it, Mira. I don’t want everyone knowing what we’re doing.”

“Relax. Nobody cares.”

They began to walk through the rows of merchandise. Mira held the remote, randomly vibrating Zadie’s pussy. She sent electric pulses and quivering waves and soon Zadie could no longer walk straight. Zadie forgot all about teasing Mira, but Mira didn’t care. Torturing Zadie proved to be more fun than she expected. She guided them to a display of dildos and stood back, watching her older sister marvel at the variety of sizes, noting which models caught her eye.

“Why are some so small?” Zadie asked. “Bigger is better.”

Mira chuckled.

“No argument from me on that account, but the smaller ones are mostly for your asshole. That’s too advanced for you at this point but I bet Silas could teach you a few things about your backdoor.”

“My backdoor?”

“Never mind.”

Mira turned her attention to the display, wondering if she should pick something new. Orin disliked her use of toys in the bedroom, feeling like he couldn’t compete with a battery powered magic wand.

I should pick something specifically designed to intimidate him, she thought. Like maybe a big black one. That also vibrates. She smiled inwardly. Orin’s not a bad guy, he’s just boring. She thought about that for a minute. That wasn’t truly accurate, she realized. He’s not boring, he’s simply bored with me.

That insight made her sad. She buried her sadness by grabbing a thick, perfectly realistic black penis off the wall.

“What are you doing?” Zadie asked.

“Treating myself.”

“But it’s black.”

“So? Wait. Have you never had sex with a black man?”

“Of course not. Have you met my parents?”

“I thought maybe in college curiosity would have made you more adventurous.”

“I was unapproachable in college. I barely had sex with anybody. I presume you have had sex with a black man?”

Mira grabbed her pussy through her skirt.

“Black men,” she said. “You should give it a try. The contrast in skin color is sexy and erotic. They fuck differently than white guys. More physically. Exciting.”

Mira stopped talking. Several men, drawn by pretty girls shopping in an adult store, had wandered suspiciously close and now hung back, staying close to check out the hot girls. Zadie turned her attention to the big black dildos, thinking about what Mira had said. Mira slowly turned a dial. Zadie gasped and leaned her thigh against the display case.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Fucking with you,” Mira said. “Plus, we have an audience now and I’m giving them a good show.” She turned the dial higher. Zadie gasped and grabbed the case, crossing her legs. “That only makes it worse,” Mira chuckled.

“Jesus,” Zadie hissed.

Mira nudged the vibration higher. The men watching knew exactly what was happening. They moved closer, sensing a mood shift in the girls. They pretended to peruse items for sale, but their eyes were on Zadie and Mira.

Mira turned the dial higher.

I wonder if I can make her orgasm in front of all these dudes.

She pressed a different button, and the egg concealed inside Zadie’s vagina began to wobble. The clitoral vibrations from the electric panties intensified.

“What are you doing?” Zadie gasped. “Mira? Holy shit. Stop it. You’re going to make me cum in front of everybody.”

The men moved closer, forming a half-circle around the women. Mira pushed a button and an electric tingle assaulted Zadie’s clit, adding to her stimulation. She gasped and almost doubled over.

“Do it,” one man growled. “Make her cum.”

Zadie groaned. She knew her sister well. Mira laughed softly and turned the dial higher.

“Bitch,” Zadie mumbled, mortified, humiliated that all these men watched her most private moment.

She stumbled, placing her back against the display wall, turning to face the men. She saw their hungry eyes roaming her womanly body. She saw the naked lust on their faces. Deep down she was pleased by their rampant desires, even as they made her nervous. One man checked around to make sure the employees weren’t around and then drew down his zipper.

“I bet you’re more interested in the real thing than one of those plastic jobs,” he said. “Take a look at this.”

He reached through his open fly and withdrew a soft fat penis. He draped it down the front of his pants, many inches of veiny tube. Both women gawked at it, but Zadie’s expression quickly turned to need.

“I’ve got to get these panties off,” she muttered.

“Not on your life,” Mira said. “Things are just getting interesting.”

“I…hate…you…for…this,” Zadie mumbled, between gasps of pleasure.

Mira was playing with the buttons and dials, attacking her sister in random ways. Zadie had no defense. She danced like a puppet to Mira’s tune. Zadie tried to hand Mira’s remote to one of the men, but Mira intercepted, slipping the device into a pocket. She turned the dial higher.

“Bring your cock closer,” Mira told the man. “Let’s see if she touches it.”

He looked around nervously.

“We’re too out in the open here,” he said. “Step into the video area.”

Mira looked where he indicated. Behind her was a darkened area with separate booths for viewing. They would be off the main floor and mostly out of sight.

“Good idea,” she said.

She turned the remote off.

Zadie gasped and filled her lungs with air.

“Give me that,” she growled.


Chapter 4

Mira held the remote out to her, backing away. Zadie followed Mira and the men followed her. Mira used the remote as bait until her sister was inside the darkened video area and then spun the dial five clicks. Zadie’s legs almost gave out. She caught herself against a booth where a man sat watching two women perform sixty-nine. She startled him and he jumped. He stuck his head out to see what was going on and quickly realized the situation. He forgot about the video and stood to watch like the other men.

Mira backed Zadie into a corner. She attacked her sister with random bursts of vibration, heat, wobbling, and electric stimulation. Zadie grabbed her crotch and crossed her legs, rendered virtually immobile.

“Feels amazing, right, sis?” Mira asked.

“You two are sisters?” someone asked.

“We are.”

“This just got so much hotter,” someone muttered.

The man with the big cock hanging out approached Zadie again.

“Who else is hung like this guy?” Mira asked. “Come on. If you’ve got a big dick, let your freak flags fly.” No man stepped forward. “Lucky you,” Mira said. “What’s your name, cowboy?”

“Russell. Russ.”

“All right, Russ. Show my sister your big cock. She loves them. You tease her with that, and I’ll tease her with this.”

He gave Miira a nod. Zadie thought about ripping her panties off and yanking the egg out of her pussy but that would mean showing the gathered crowd everything. Besides, in some sibling-rivalry way, it would mean Mira had won. No, Zadie would see this through. She’d keep herself under control. She’d resist Mira’s efforts to embarrass her and leave her sister disappointed. That was the best plan.

Russell stepped in front of Zadie and her eyes dropped to his dangling cock. Mira dialed up more vibration and Zadie exhaled all at once.

Size shouldn’t matter, Zadie thought. But it does. His cock is sexy.

Mira smiled to see her sister stare at the man. She sent waves of electric impulses through her sister’s pussy and Zadie gasped. Russ moved closer, lifting his cock in one hand and beginning to stroke. Zadie was mesmerized. Mira continued her assault. Russ moved so close the tip almost touched Zadie’s bare thigh. When she didn’t move away, he boldly used his free hand to unbutton the front of her shirt. She knew she should stop him but Mira made it so she couldn’t focus, couldn’t get her goddamn feet to move.

It occurred to her as she stared at his penis, that she would like to see this man fully erect. If she allowed him to see her breasts, there was a better chance that would happen. She leaned against the wall behind her and forced herself to ignore all the other men. Russ wasn’t bad looking. His eyes on her would make her feel good. She straightened her shoulders, pulling her blouse across her chest. He popped the last button and threw the two halves of her top wide. Every man saw the lacy bra and her barely contained large breasts.

Mira zapped her clit with juice.

“Ungh!” Zadie groaned. “You bitch. I’m going to kill you when this is over.”

Mira laughed at her sister’s discomfort mixed with pleasure.

“If you kill me,” she said. “I’ll tell mom.”

Several men chuckled. On some silent and unseen signal, the half-circle tightened. One man reached for Mira, but she slapped his hand away. They all got the message.

Russ shuffled closer, close enough to rub the head of his cock along her outer thigh. Mira timed her various tortures with his actions and Zadie softly moaned. Like most men, he took a lack of protest as permission and dragged his cock head across her thigh to rub on the inside, lifting his dick higher, inching ever closer to her vibrating pussy.

Zadie reached down to wrap her warm fingers around his pulsating girth. She squeezed, satisfied by his thickness.

“Nice cock,” she muttered.

“Suck it,” he said, impatiently moving too fast.

Anger flashed across her face, but Mira short-circuited her sister’s ire with a blast of vibration. She turned the dial way up until Zadie’s legs trembled.

“God!” Zadie rasped. “I hate you.”

Mira continued her attack. She found her sister to be extra pretty when lost to the throes of ecstasy, and she also thought Zadie could use a little expansion of her world. She was proud of her sister for cheating on her husband, since he had cheated on her. It was a proclamation of the self, a standing up for oneself. Zadie’s long hair fell forward, framing her face.

“You look so hot right now, Zade. Seriously.”

Zadie looked at her sister and grinned. What they were doing was crazy. She never would have done such a thing even a month ago. But Mira was right about one thing: these days, Zadie felt more alive than ever.

When Mira hit her with another blast of sensation, Zadie’s legs gave out, dropping her to the floor. She found herself face to face with a thick and veiny cock. She suspended all thought and stuffed the large head into her mouth. Her sister rewarded her action with a sharp escalation in pleasure, vibrating Zadie’s pussy and electrifying her clit. Zadie groaned around a mouthful of cock.

Several men took out their dicks and started masturbating. Zadie sent her bleary gaze around the half-circle, thrilled to be the object of so much male lust. She relaxed her throat and eased Russell farther back, feeling him tickle her tonsils. Such a public display thrilled her. She drooled around his throbbing shaft, wrapping both hands around his slippery tube and stroking him into her mouth. She knew every man there saw her trying to coax that load of sperm out. They watched her work that dick like she loved to swallow. Mira was driving her insane with that goddamn remote and Zadie grew sluttier by the second.

Her orgasm hit her completely unprepared. It smashed into her like a giant fist. Deep shame burned her skin as every man present saw her climax because of the big cock she sucked. She knew how it looked. She knew how sleazy and whorish she looked. All that did was turn her on more. She choked on his thick cock, gagging as she struggled to force him farther down her throat. Mira controlled the remote and sent her sister sailing through space, dizzy, spinning as intense waves of pleasure crashed over her, seized her hips, shook her body.

“Ow Gawd!” she cried, mouth filled with cock, when the pleasure spiked even higher, causing her to almost pass out.

Russ grabbed her head with both hands and lifted onto his toes, fucking her mouth like a pussy. Mira played havoc with the dials and buttons and Zadie groaned as another climax ripped through followed by another. The vibrating egg and electric panties were a merciless combination, granting no reprieve, no moment to catch her breath. Her clit took over her body and her mind, locking her into a constant state of euphoria. She growled like a desperate animal.

Russ pumped his hips fast, trying to explode straight down her throat. He felt his sperm rising and thought about warning her but worried she might force him out. He said nothing, moaning as his orgasm rushed up like boiling oil and then sprayed, gushing out of him and down her gullet. She took a moment to realize she was gulping sperm and then she was sucking, sucking hard, trying to vacuum every drop the man possessed. Russ groaned. She distantly heard Mira say something about how hot and sexy everything looked. Russ filled her stomach and then pulled his cock out of her mouth, dragging the softening snake across her tongue and down her chin. Zadie whimpered, sorry to see him go.

“All right, gentlemen,” Mira said. “Show’s over. Fuck off.”

Mira dialed the remote down and moved to help her sister stand. She fixed her hair and wiped her mouth and chin and then gave her a little peck on the salty lips.

“That was hot,” she said.

“I feel depraved,” Zadie answered. “You’re a pervert.”

Mira hugged her older sister and then stood back for a better look.

“You look fantastic,” Mira said. “Cheeks rosy, lips full, eyes sparkling.”

“Fuck off.”

“I’m serious. Nasty dirty sex looks good on you. Sterile doctor’s offices are highly overrated.”

“I will beat your ass.”

“Are you still horny or did we scratch that itch?”

Zadie pondered for a minute. Her emotions were mixed but part of her loved the way she’d behaved so wildly, so carelessly. She licked her lips, tasting the stranger, and felt a tingling in her pussy.

“Still horny,” she said, giving in. “Find me another big dick.”

“Let’s find a glory hole. I’m sure this place has them. That way you can pick and choose, and we have some privacy.”

“What’s a glory hole?”

Mira looked to the heavens, amazed at her older sister’s naivete.

“We sit in a booth that has holes cut out of either side. Men on the other side of the wall, whose faces we never see, stick their dicks through the hole hoping you, or anyone for that matter, will suck it.”

Zadie looked shocked.

“Men are such pigs.”

“They are, that’s true, but do try to remember we’ll be in the booth doing the sucking, so I guess that makes us pigs too.”

“Oh? You plan on joining me this time?”

“I do. Watching you got me hot. Wait here while I ask around. I’m gonna invite every big dicked guy in the place.”

“Okay.”


Chapter 5

Jax leaned against the grill of his Mercedes, his arms wrapped around Lucy. She had her back to him, enjoying the view. This scenic mountain viewpoint, with the city far below, had become a favorite rendezvous for them. The overhanging trees granted a little privacy from other cars passing by and the spot was on the way home for both. For Lucy, especially at night, the spot reminded her of the night Jax first took her on the restaurant balcony, pretty lights twinkling in the dark distance. 

“Fourteen days apart is too long,” Jax whined. “I can’t go that long without you. Convince Ian to go on the retreat like everyone else from work. It’s going to be a fantastic time. Warm sun, ocean spray, all the delicious food we can eat and all the strong liquor we can drink. Work is paying for everything. It is too good an opportunity to pass up.”

“Why would I want Ian with me?” Lucy asked.

“It’s the perfect cover, Babe. I’ll bring Zadie and you bring Ian. We can slip away to meet each other in a tropical paradise and our spouses will have no idea. It will add to the excitement to be sneaky.”

She was picturing herself in one of her too-small bikinis in front of all the men from work. Ian would get so jealous. She would get so hot. It would be fun to show her body to the guys she worked with.

“It will,” Lucy agreed. “All right, I’ll make sure we go. The risk of getting caught sounds hot. Like when you fucked me in that Victoria’s Secret dressing room. I was so worried we’d get caught. It turned me on.”

Jax laughed.

“Technically, we did get caught,” Jax chuckled. “I remember the salesgirl opened the dressing room door on us. She saw my hard dick in you. She didn’t turn us in or call the cops, which was nice of her, but she did catch us.”

“She watched longer than she needed to,” Lucy giggled. “I remember her expression. I almost came right in her face.”

“She wanted you.”

“I saw it. I liked it. She was into girls.”

“No, she was into girls as hot and sexy as you. Your perfect tits were out. Your perfect little pussy was on display. She ran her eyes over you in a millisecond and made up her mind. Same as me.”

Lucy snuggled under his arms. She loved it when people wanted her.

“Tell me more about the hotel, Baby,” she said. “I was so sure I wouldn’t go, I never bothered to read the brochure. Is it a nice place?”

Jax turned her away from the view and hugged her face to face.

“We’ll be staying in Bali at the Four Seasons resort. The company paid for a huge villa on Jimbaran Bay and the place is absolutely gorgeous. We’ll live like kings and queens for two weeks, all on the company dime.”

“I can’t wait.”

“It’s a labyrinth, with a million winding trails and tons of trees. The white-sand beaches are pristine and dotted with coves. There are countless hiding places waiting for us. We’ll easily be able to meet in secret. When you and I aren’t making love, we can lie on the beach and drink daiquiris. There’s a nude beach across the peninsula, but the company warned us to avoid it. I’m guessing that warning is for liability issues. Why mention a nude beach otherwise? Now if someone makes a scene or harasses someone, the company can say we told you so.”

“A nude beach sounds fun to me.”

“I thought you’d feel that way. I’m sure the guys from work would love to get their eyes on you.”

“You sound a little jealous. Would it make you jealous for them to see me nude?”

“Of course it would. I naturally want to protect what’s mine. But I understand that getting jealous also makes me a hypocrite. You and I are married to other people. I have no right to act like you’re exclusively mine, that’s just my first instinct.”

“I must admit I’d love all those eyes on me. I’m sure you know that about me. I don’t exactly hide it.”

“No, you don’t. I accept that you’re a natural flirt. If I give myself time to think about it, in some ways I believe it would turn me on.”

Lucy stepped back to get a better look at his face.

“Turn you on? For the guys from work to see me nude? I know why I would love it but why would you?”

“Because they’d want you even more than they do now. Just imagine the sexual tension at work once we get back. Every man sitting at his desk would be remembering what you looked like naked. The office would vibrate with sexual tension. I know their attention would turn you on and I’d get hot knowing you were sitting there wet and ready. Imagine our sex after a day at work. Crazy.”

“It’s turning me on just to think about it.”

“I would hate it if you touched any of them at work, but I love the idea of you all hot and bothered.”

“Promise me we’ll visit that beach before we leave.”

“I promise and I’ll take it up a notch. I’ll let slip that you’re going. We can’t let them see our relationship, so I’ll just be one of the guys. The difference will be I get to fuck your brains out afterwards.”

“I want to go now.”

“They will die on the inside. You’ll crush them. I think it would be hilarious if you made some of them hard in public. They’d never live it down back at work.”

“I’d want to make all of them hard.”

Jax laughed and squeezed her.

“That’s what I meant to say,” he said. “All of them. Lucy Hart, Queen of Hard Dicks.”

She wrapped his arms tighter around herself, snuggling again.

“I like that title,” she said.

“Something tells me they’re going to love it too.”


Chapter 6

Mira closed the door and locked it. The booth was painted black inside, with a TV screen opposite a small bench. Oval openings sat on either side of the bench, with little locking flaps to cover them. Mira fed the monitor her debit card and selected a hardcore movie about sucking cocks.

“To keep us in the mood,” she told Zadie.

“How do I let you talk me into these things?”

“Because deep down you actually want to do it.”

“Shut up.”

“You tell me to shut up a lot.”

“Shut up.”

The movie started. On screen a sexy Asian woman approached a muscular black man. He was wrapped in a towel, fresh from the shower. The woman opened his towel, revealing long inches of dark meat.

“Will that man be joining us tonight?” Zadie asked, trying to lighten things.

“I get him if he does.”

Zadie sat nervously.

“What do we do now?”

“When you’re ready, open that clasp and rotate the flap out of the way. If you don’t like the dick that comes through, you don’t have to do anything with it. Just tell him no thanks and please send the next man.”

“Seems mean.”

Mira shook her head.

“Did they pay us? No. We owe them nothing. Besides, my earlier comment about big dicks makes it clear what we are on the prowl for. I spread the word before we came in here. You’ll see.”

“You know so much.”

“I get my life lessons from life, not a book.”

Zadie made a face. Mira opened the flap and waved her fingers in the hole. Zadie watched and then did the same for her hole. A penis pushed through, short, like a pink mushroom, and way too hairy.

“No thank you,” Zadie said, startled by the sound of her own voice.

The penis withdrew.

“That was easy,” she said.

There was bumping against the wall in the booth next door and Zadie felt her anticipation growing. There was something powerful in what she did, dismissing a man with a word, accepting or rejecting whomever she wished. She was about to share her epiphany with Mira when a long black cock eased through the hole.

“Oh my,” she said, taken aback.

The sight seemed to pierce her mind. She stared, dumbfounded. She’d seen penises before but this one hit differently. It was big and she liked that. Silas had taught her the advantages of size. It was nicely proportioned and hung in a straight line. She liked that too. The pubic hair had been completely shaved away, including the balls, and she wasn’t quite sure how she felt about that, but she loved the rich dark color. The chocolate skin looked sensitive. She imagined herself pleasuring it. The hanging cock and fat balls looked erotic, exotic, an outside intruder in her all-white sexual world.

She placed a fingertip under the pee hole and lifted, bending the spongy shaft as it rose off the large scrotum. Her free hand scooped the big testicles between thumb and forefinger, feeling the weight of those twin brown eggs on her palm. The thing radiated heat.

“Beautiful,” she muttered.

“What did you say?” Mira asked.

Zadie didn’t answer. She wrapped her fingers around the gently pulsating shaft and tugged the loose skin, satisfied when she heard the man on the other side of the wall sigh.

“That’s right, girl,” a deep voice mumbled. “You take your time with it.”

The man pressed his body to the wall, sending more of his cock and balls through the opening to her side. She wet her lips, obediently preparing to suck.

Electric vibration rattled her clit.

“Ungh! Jesus, Mira. Not now.”

Miira laughed.

“Especially now, idiot. I’m going to condition you. I’m going to form a psychological association between you, pleasure, and big black cock. Ha! You’ll crave it after today. You’ll crave it all the time.”

“You just want Silas for yourself.”

Mira turned the dial higher. Zadie gasped.

“It puts the black cock in its mouth,” Mira said, upping the dial and speaking in a monotone voice. “It does this whenever it’s told.”

Zadie shuddered. The pleasure coursing through her was intense. Mira made the egg wobble inside and Zadie gasped, almost dropping the black cock and balls. Mira put her hand on the back of Zadie’s head and shoved.

“Suck it, white slut,” she said.

Zadie opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out, resting the head. She closed her lips on the tip. An average white penis came through the wall next to Mira’s face, but she took one look at it and scoffed.

“Paw-lees,” she said. “Next.”

The white penis withdrew.

“You’re so mean,” Zadie said.

“I made it clear to those men out there what we were looking for. It’s not my fault when guys try to sneak something by us. Maybe hurt feelings will keep them from acting so selfish next time.”

Zadie turned from her sister to face the black cock again. He lay limp in her hand, so she lifted the tip to her mouth. Her lips crawled up the head and slithered over the crown. She applied gentle suction, and the man moaned, which pleased her. She eased him deeper, allowing the heat and wet of her mouth to excite him. He started growing immediately, expanding in there, filling her cheeks, pressing her tongue. She sucked harder and then leaned back to look at what she’d done to him. He was even more beautiful, gleaming from her saliva.

I’m sucking black cock, she thought, remembering her girlfriends in college who’d done the same. I’m sucking a big black cock, and I love it. She lifted her eyes to his lower abs blocking the hole in the wall. His dark skin thrilled her. Shattering this taboo thrilled her. She rarely remembers to feel guilty these days.

She inhaled through her nose and forced his cock farther back. He groaned and goosebumps rose all over her skin.

I love that sound!

Mira mumbled something about how hot Zadie looked and upped the vibration and Zadie moaned, picturing how she must look, picturing herself in this booth with a dark penis halfway down her throat. She moaned again, sensing an orgasm approached already.

Can I cum from a black cock in my mouth? she wondered. How big a slut have I become? What kind of woman orgasms because she’s sucking dick?

She left her questions unanswered and forced him deeper. Mira was diabolical with that remote, but Zadie didn’t mind. Pleasure from her beautiful sister made perfect sense. Zadie lifted the fat and heavy balls and rolled them around inside their dark bag, wondering how much hot fluid they contained.

I know he’ll taste better than Jax.

She was seized with a sudden desire to drink the essence of this stranger. She began to bob on his cock, taking all she could on each downward pass. He swelled, making it more difficult, but the struggle only turned her on more.

Jax’s penis was no challenge. She could handle her husband without effort. This man, like Silas, was more than she could handle easily. It made her feel more womanly, more feminine, like having a husband much taller or stronger. She pulled her mouth off the stranger long enough to slather his plump balls and inform the man he was free to fire his load down her throat.

“Goddamn,” he muttered.

“That’s hot, sis,” Mira said.

“Hang on,” the deep voice said. “Y’all are sisters in there?”

“We are,” Mira answered.

“Goddamn,” he muttered again. “God damn.”

Zadie felt him surge stiffer, so she got to work. Her mouth became a vacuuming pussy, her hands a stroking machine. The man turned to black cast iron, throbbing against her cheeks and tongue. She grew more excited the closer he got, knowing she’d swallow everything he gave. Mira went wild with the buttons, attacking Zadie with a barrage of random stimulation.

“I’m going to make you cum when he cums,” Mira murmured. “You give him one and I’ll give you one, together.”

Zadie moaned loudly. Her sister was the devil but god, she knew how to turn Zadie on. She bobbed on that stiff dick even faster, knowing her sister watched every dirty thing she did. A knock on the wall startled her.

“There’s his signal,” Mira warned, cranking the dial until Zadie whimpered, grinding her pussy on the bench. “Here he comes.”

Zadie whimpered, desperate to feel him ejaculate.

“Yeeeeeah!” the man roared, his thick cock spitting boiling jizz down Zadie’s throat, splashing her tonsils and coating her teeth and tongue. “Yeah!”

Zadie sucked hard but Mira spun the dial, and her own climax knocked her silly. Instinct took over and she stroked and sucked the man with all her might, but her mind launched into space. She felt his hot liquid splashing down her throat and loved how lewd she’d become. She loved that there was already another load in her belly from earlier. Two men! Men she didn’t know and would never see again. She sucked his cock like she wanted to take it with her, and he fired massive blast after massive blast. Every time he launched seed into her stomach, her climax spiked. She’d never cum so hard. She growled around his spasming cock and swallowed again and again. She played with his fat balls, teasing them, coaxing the biggest load he’d ever shot.

He eventually stopped, but she kept cumming. Mira did that. Zadie wondered if one climax simply blended into the next. Mira manipulated the remote like an expert, keeping her older sister sailing through the heavens.

Finally, Zadie could take no more. She pulled her mouth up his long shaft and let him fall to thump against the wall. His balls hung low, empty. His cock deflated slowly, and Zadie watched it in a daze, stupefied. Mira leaned over and kissed her sister on the lips, craving a taste of the man herself. Zadie weakly returned her sister’s affection.

Mira gradually reduced the electric stimulation. Zadie was wiped out. Mira, pleased with herself, watched her sister slowly drift back to Earth.

“Let’s get out of here,” Mira said. “I’m hungry.”

“I need a nap.”

Mira helped Zadie stand. They fixed their clothing and exited the booth as if nothing had happened. On the way past the dildo display wall, Mira plucked a nice big fat black replica for Zadie to use at home.

Jaxen will hate this thing, Mira thought.

While she paid, a large black man approached and handed her a scrap of paper with a phone number on it. Zadie never lifted her gaze off the floor as a growing sense of shame took root.

“My name’s Tywin,” the black man said. “Give me a call when you want to drain this snake again. Goddamn, woman, you are something special.”

Zadie mumbled a thank you but never looked up.


Chapter 7

Lucy rose from her window seat, squeezed past Ian, and walked the long aisle down the center of the plane to use the bathroom at the back. On the way, she passed a handsome, vaguely familiar gentleman dressed in a V-neck linen shirt and baggy pants. Their eyes met and locked. An understanding of mutual desire passed between them. He smiled and she returned it.

Where do I know him from? she wondered. Does he work for the company too?

Silas let his gaze flow over her. She was something special, but he had the feeling they’d met before.

At the club while I was dancing? he wondered. Have I already fucked her? Her loose sundress did nothing to hide the natural curves of her incredible body. No, I would remember a babe like this.

His face may have caught her attention, but it was his body that held it, and that meant she was a lusty little thing. When their eyes met again, each knew they’d passed the other’s test. He gave a little nod of recognition, and her grin spread wider. She walked by.

Then true recognition hit him.

Holy fuck! That’s Lucy, Ian’s wife!

His mind raced. Pieces of the puzzle rapidly came together. He got out his phone, quickly typing a text to Ian

Are you on a flight to Bali right now? I swear I just saw Lucy pass me on her way to the bathroom.

I am, came the quick reply. Did Zadie invite you?

Yes. This could be interesting.

It already is, Ian replied.

How did we miss each other at the airport?

I like to pretend I need the use of a wheelchair, Ian replied. I get to cut to the front of the line, and I get seated first. Works every time.

Silas made a face at his phone. If not for Ian’s technical know-how and easy money, Silas knew he would never have been friends with the man.

In the bathroom and behind a locked door, Lucy unfastened one more button on the front of her dress. Experience had taught her there was an excellent chance the handsome man would be waiting when she exited. She wanted to give him a thrill. If Ian wasn’t on this flight with her, Lucy knew she would fuck the man in this same bathroom. She’d been a member of the Mile High club for a long time. No, sadly, on this trip all she’d be able to give the man a flash of heaven.

Then let’s make it count, she thought.

She loosened another button. She adjusted the dress and practiced her lean in the bathroom mirror. If she bent forward just right, he might be able to see all the way down. He’d see both breasts fully exposed for sure. She enjoyed the rush of adrenaline that exposing herself always brought. Who knows? Maybe her path would cross his while she vacationed on the island. Anything was possible.

She practiced the move again as if she was trying to maneuver around someone in a cramped setting, like an airplane. Yes, the handsome stranger was about to get an eyeful.

I might even have the chance to rub my body against his.

She checked her appearance one more time and opened the door. As expected, the stud stood outside waiting. She acted bashful, ducking her head to squeeze by in the narrow space and allowing the front of her dress to fall away from her body. She felt the expected rush of excitement from exhibiting herself and was sure he got a perfect view. She slipped by, stepping into the aisle once again and fastening the buttons before she got back to her seat.

Silas locked the bathroom door. His heart raced. Hot little Lucy had always been on his radar, but he’d stayed away from her because of Ian. That obvious effort to flash him really landed hard. He hadn’t seen her in well over a year and she’d grown sexier during that time.

Amazing tits, he thought. She’s so hot now.

He felt his dick growing in his pants.

She didn’t recognize me, which is good, but I will need to be extra careful with the next two weeks. With all of us in the same place, the situation could explode.

The pilot announced they would begin the approach soon and all passengers should return to their seats and buckle in.


Chapter 8

Jax and Zadie followed the bellboy to their suite. He took a winding path through the sprawling hotel, mentioning the various points of interest and accommodations. The place was breathtaking.

In the room they unpacked their clothes and set out their toiletries. They gave each other a peck on the lips and then Zadie excused herself, telling Jax she needed to make a call and check on a patient at work, which was a lie.

“No problem,” Jax said. “I’m going to order some lunch. Want anything?”

“I ate on the plane.”

Zadie was eager to get away. Silas should have landed already, and she wanted to see him. She was hungry for his touch and fantasized about kissing his lips. Her body ached to feel his big strong hands holding her. She exited the room and Jax pulled out his phone the moment she left. He typed a text to Lucy: I can’t wait to see you.

I feel the same, she shot back. We arrived on an earlier flight. I’ve been waiting. Ian joined a poker game. Give me a little time and then meet me at the west end of Pantai Muaya. I’ll be the one in the bright red micro bikini.

Jax wet his lips. Picturing Lucy in a bright red micro bikini set his heart racing. Everyone would stare. Everyone would see her with him and wonder what made him so special. Pride swelled his chest. He dug the Viagra out of his luggage and popped a pill into his mouth, drinking from the sink to wash it down.

Let me get rid of Zadie, he typed. I’ll see you soon.

He checked outside the bungalow and discovered Zadie was gone.

Perfect, he thought. If I need to, I can say I went looking for her but accidentally in the wrong direction.

He stepped into the room again and quickly changed into his swimming trunks. He grabbed a towel and hurried out the door. Images of Lucy waiting swam in his head.

Once she was far enough away, Zadie opened her messages to find she already had a text from Silas: I found a cove at Sempaning beach. Meet me?

On my way, she fired back.

She looked down at her clothes. She’d traveled for hours. She wanted a shower. She wanted to brush her teeth. But the sudden image of his urgent hardness appeared in her head, and she gasped, picturing her fingers squeezing his iron shaft.

“Fuck it,” she said out loud.

She slipped her phone into her pocket and hurried towards the beach. She stopped briefly to check a map of the grounds and then she was on her way again.


Chapter 9

Lucy admired her hot body, the body that all men craved, in the bathroom mirror. The tiny red bikini showed so much skin she worried the local women might confront her, worried that she will steal their husbands.

I’ll wear a wrap for the walk to the beach, she thought. Maybe I’ll see that stud from the plane on the way. If not, I still have Jax.

She grabbed a long scarf to tie around her hips and another to loop around her shoulders, shielding her breasts. This new bikini made her feel sexy. She slipped her beach bag over her shoulder and left her suite. She’d gone only a little way when she overheard two housekeepers talking as they cleaned an empty villa.

“Which bungalow was it?” one of the women said.

“Number six,” her friend replied. “Try to get a look inside if you can. They checked in alone but already found themselves a lover. They forgot to hang the do-not-disturb sign, so I pretended I was there to clean and walked in on them. The man stood by the bed and the woman was lying on her stomach, sucking on him. He was big! It was like a bridge connecting his hips to her face.”

The first woman giggled.

“You are so bad, Ni Putu,” she said. “Why do you like spying on our guests so much?”

“It’s exciting. These people are so free and open with their bodies. It’s like they can make love to anyone they want. They don’t care who sees them. The big man smiled at me! I ran away, after I took one more look, of course.”

They both laughed.

Lucy grinned. She was sure they described her handsome stranger from the plane. That he’d already brought a woman back to his bungalow was no surprise. He probably had women beating down his door. She decided to alter her path to take her near bungalow six and see what she could see. If it was her stranger, perhaps she would have a chance to flirt. The idea he might see her in this bikini thrilled her.

She cut through some hedges and around a fountain, fixing her gaze on the number six above his door. A raised wooden walkway meandered between all the bungalows, so she stepped onto it and pretended to study her phone as she walked. Her heart beat faster the closer she got. He’d rented the front curtain-wall style chalet, with a view of the ocean, and the breeze flipped the long drapes around. She slowed her pace, hoping for a good look inside. She saw the corner of the bed and glanced away, swinging her gaze back after a few steps. The curtains blew and then she saw everything.

A white woman lay sprawled on the bed, wiped out from some serious fucking. Standing over her, still hard and ready for more, was a dusky-skinned Balinese man, a local, with a flat, muscular stomach and a thick dark cock. She stopped and stared.

Nope, Lucy thought. He is not the stranger from the plane.

Lucy met his eyes for a frozen moment, and then her gaze dropped to his fat stiff penis. He raised an eyebrow. Lucy thought the man was attractive in an exotic way, although she’d never been with an Asian, but it was his cock that held her fixated. Smooth and curved but not too long, the girth was captivating. She felt a tingling in her pussy just by looking at it. That fat dick would spread her wide. That fat dick would stuff her full and stretch her. She could already feel it.

He jerked his chin towards the terrace which ran along the side of the suite and Lucy understood what he meant: meet me over there. The woman on the bed was passed out but how deeply Lucy couldn’t tell. All she knew for sure was the man now stood there alone and unsatisfied. She hated to see a gorgeous cock like that left unfulfilled. She bit her lip. Jax would get to the beach before her and wonder where she was. It would be so selfish to keep him waiting. She knew he was eager to see her.

The man left the woman on the bed and headed for the terrace. Lucy’s feet moved on their own, rounding the corner and approaching him as he stepped outside. No words were exchanged. None were needed. He knew what she wanted and was delighted to provide it. Lucy slipped her phone into her beach bag and crouched before him, silently guiding his hard and gleaming cock into her mouth.

Just a quick suck, she told herself. I need it. I need his big cock. I’ll quickly drain his balls and then move on to meet Jax.

His girth was difficult to handle. He was longer than Jax and much bigger around. She grabbed his mocha ass with both hands and pulled him forward, thrilled by the way his thickness forced her jaw down and filled her cheeks. She moaned with growing excitement. She sucked as hard as she could and then pulled her mouth off him.

“Hurry and cum,” she said. “I’ll swallow. Just cum as fast as you can.”

The man laughed. He grabbed her head to hold her in place and began to fuck her opening, his balls occasionally slapping her chin. Lucy sucked, taking less and less as he stiffened. She tugged on his nut sack, scratching the sensitive skin and pulling softly, trying to make him ejaculate quickly. He’d begun to throb, and her arousal was climbing swiftly.

Jax is in for a lusty treat when I finally get to him. I’ll already be soaked.

She relaxed her jaw and throat, allowing the man to use her, offering pure submission. She discovered doing that turned her on more than anything she’d done in a long time. She was moaning around his erection, craving sperm.

He tangled his fingers in her hair and lifted her to her feet. He spun her facing away and bent her over the banister. She gasped loudly, realizing what was about to happen and discovering how badly she wanted it. He tugged her bikini string aside and hunted her cunt with the tip of his cock. They both gasped when he found her opening. They both moaned as he sank into her. He held her hair with one hand while keeping her pinned with the other. He began a slow piston, rocking his hips and sending his stiff cock deeper with each thrust. He bumped into her cervix often, sending a thrill through her. He felt different from Jax: thicker and harder, longer.

Better, if I’m honest.

She let go and got lost in the sensations.

Once he knew she planned on taking it, he moved both hands to her hips and began to pound her. They had enough seclusion behind the trees and shrubs and hanging vines that no one could see them, but the sounds of their bodies slapping echoed across the manicured grounds. He took her offer to cum in her mouth to extend to her pussy as well, and when his load began to bubble upward, he only thrust harder and faster.

“Gonna cum,” he groaned.

She was shocked by her own willingness to let this stranger fuck her bareback.

What about Jax! I can’t bring him a used pussy!

The idea of this man’s sperm in her was so taboo, so wildly inappropriate, she felt a surge of excitement and the first tingling of her own climax.

“Do it,” she hissed.

He slammed his hips against her ass over and over, two animals mating in the wild. He drove his stiff cock into her guts and heard her cries change. Realizing she was going to cum too turned him into a machine. He held his strong rhythm steady, helping her to get there. She felt his fat dick spreading her open, dragging across her sensitive clit, and all at once her orgasm arrived.

This is so wrong!

“Oh, God!” she cried.

His cock pumped her tight hole relentlessly, stabbing her, shoving her insides around. She was a piece of meat on a spit and she loved it. Her climax intensified and she seemed to cum again, one on top of the other. Her sounds were too much for him. He felt her fluttering pussy around his inches and let loose a gushing fountain of sperm. He held his penis deep to spurt and then pumped a few times, holding it deep to spurt again. He filled her pussy until semen dripped out around his fat shaft. Her body was tense, locked in climax.

Reality returned to them slowly.

“Oh, fuck,” she muttered. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

She turned to place a hand on his chest and push him away. His cock pulled out and sperm leaked. She wiped it away with a hand and brought her fingers to her face. How could she meet Jax now?

“I need a towel,” she murmured.

He nodded, slipping through the curtains and soon returning. She wiped herself clean and handed him the towel. He tried to move in for a kiss, but she stopped him.

“I need to go,” she said. “Someone’s waiting for me. Goddamn it, why did I stop and do this with you?”

“My name is Agung,” he began.

“Don’t speak. I don’t need to know your name. The less I know about you, the better.”

“When can I fuck you again?”

She rolled her eyes.

“I shouldn’t have fucked you once,” she said. “I need to leave.”

She put her bikini in place and looked down at his plump naked penis. Even soft, it was surprisingly wide.

“You have a lovely cock,” she told him. “Maybe we can do it again before I fly home. Tell no one about this. Act like you don’t know me if we run into each other again.”

“I understand.”

She bent at the waist and kissed his dick on the head. She stood and gave him a soft kiss on the lips. She hurried to meet Jax.


Chapter 10

Ian watched from the crowded shrubbery. Lucy’s phone had come to a stop at bungalow six and he’d wondered why. Last time it meant she was fucking another man. He excused himself from his poker game and followed.

What he saw left him stunned, jealous, and angry. She’d betrayed him again, with another man, and judging by their body language, a man she’d never met. He’d watched as the man bent her over a railing and fucked her from behind. He’d gritted his teeth in angst when the man began ejaculating inside her and then whimpered with dismay as he caught the sounds of Lucy’s climax. Jaxen had been a transgression of passion. This man was simply an encounter of uncontrolled lust. Clearly, Lucy could not be trusted. Ever.

For a moment Ian thought he might cry. Then anger took over. He tried to be angry at the Balinese man but that made no sense. If a hot babe comes at you for sex, you fuck her. He turned his rage to Lucy but that faded almost instantly. He simply could not be angry with his gorgeous wife. He loved her too much. She was too pretty. He searched for a target, someplace to aim his fury and thought again of Jax.

None of this would have happened if not for you. You started Lucy’s slide into darkness. She was fine before you. We were happy. Yes. Jaxen is to blame for all Lucy has done.

Naming the source of his rage made him feel better. He watched Lucy and the man exchange a few words and Lucy depart.

No sense in spying on her now, he thought. What’s done is done. I might as well go back and play poker again.


Chapter 11

Jax hid inside a sea cave and waited. Lucy was late and he wondered why. Had Ian discovered the affair? Was he yelling at her right now? The Viagra had kicked in and every time he pictured Lucy’s face his penis began to grow. He imagined her in the tiny red bikini before he could stop himself.

At last, he heard her softly call his name. He rushed out of the cave and swept her into his arms. They kissed and he held her tight. This end of the beach was secluded and with the tide coming in the rocks had been made dangerous. They were alone. Jax dragged her to the back of the cave and yanked off her wrap. He stepped back to take her in. Micro bikini was right. Small diamond shaped patches of scarlet covered her areolas and pussy with thin strings to connect them and one in back between her butt cheeks. Her flushed face and stiff nipples told him she was already aroused.

“What happened?” he asked, pushing his trunks down to free his growing erection. “What took so long?”

“Ian came back to the room for his phone,” she lied. “I had to wait for him to leave again. Then I had to find a wrap. I can’t walk through the hotel grounds like this.”

She raised her arms, displaying herself. Jax’s hungry eyes excited her but she was nervous about the huge load she carried. What if he discovered the cheating wife had cheated? He had no right to be hurt or get angry, but he probably would be anyway.

“You look amazing,” he said.

She watched his penis rise, once again loving the effect she had on men.

“Thank you,” she said, posing for him.

He suddenly dropped to his knees in the sand, grabbing her ass with both hands and pulling her hips forward, pulling her pussy towards his mouth. She gasped, conflicted, feeling she should warn him but worried how he would react. She said nothing, not even when his chin nudged her bikini bottoms out of the way and his wiggling tongue found her slit. If he could see her face, he’d see the concern etched there, discomfort that she was about to be found out.

Jax pushed his tongue between her slick folds and licked. He sucked her clit. He wanted her wet so he could fuck her and was surprised to discover she was already drenched.

She wants me as badly as I want her, he thought.

He pulled her firmly against his face. His tongue was a whip, licking and curling. She tasted slippery and salty, but he had no time to wonder about that. The Viagra had his penis throbbing, jutting up from his lap, ready. She closed her eyes. His oral skills were masterful, and she felt less guilty by the second. She rested her hands on his hair and nudged his face deeper into her crotch. She lifted one leg, placing a foot against the cave wall, granting him deeper access. He lapped and sucked until he had her moaning.

He stood, his lower face wet and gleaming. She saw his firm erection pointed at her pussy. She turned away and bent at the waist, offering him her cunt in the same way Agung, her Balinese lover, had taken her. She felt slutty and dirty, fucking two men, one after the other, neither aware of the pussy they shared.

“Fuck me,” she hissed. “Cum in me. I need that dick.”

Jax hurried forward, shocked at how easily his dick slid in. He found himself surrounded by a sea of warm and wet, slippery smooth walls enveloping his pulsating inches. He had no time to think about it. The sensations were too intense. He held her hips and began the primal rhythm, sawing in and out. She was so wet there was almost not enough friction to get him off. He pulled her top aside and mauled her swinging breasts. The rougher he got, the more she liked it. It almost seemed she wanted to be punished for something.

“You’re so wet,” he said.

She thought fast.

“I’ve always wanted to have sex on a beach,” she said. “You get me hot.”

He believed her. He slowed his thrusts, feeling himself glide along her slick walls. He paused at the end of his stroke, pressing his cock as deep as he could, searching for her cervix but she was just out of reach. He slowly withdrew. She whimpered when he took his cock out but then he dropped to his knees to eat her pussy from behind. Her rection shocked him. She gasped and pushed her cunt into his mouth. Pleased he had done the right thing, he forced his tongue deep, he sucked and tormented her clit. Maybe his penis could not bring her to orgasm, he reasoned, but his tongue certainly could. He lifted and spread her firm butt cheeks and slid up to her asshole, eating all around the sensitive flesh. She was whimpering and moaning, and he fastened his mouth over her clit, tonguing her until her cries grew louder and her legs shook. Suddenly every muscle clenched, and she groaned in orgasmic release. She shuddered and he ate her with greater fervor, driving her climax into the heavens.

At the first sign she’d peaked and started back down, he stood and quickly buried his dick again. He gripped her hips and pounded her from behind, loving his slapping balls smashing her pussy. When his orgasm hit, he held nothing back, ejaculating everything he had. He poured himself into her.

They caught their breath, and he stepped back, dragging his dick from her flooded hole. Sperm dribbled from his shaft and her slit.

“Damn,” he said, proudly. “That’s a lot. You turn me on.”

She held his chin and kissed his lips.

“You make me so wet,” she said.

He waited a pause before speaking again.

“We should get back. We want to avoid raising suspicions.”

They kissed again and for the first time since that first night he fucked her on the restaurant balcony, the familiar rush she experienced was diminished. She made sure her disappointment stayed out of her eyes. She did not want that conversation now. But she had to admit to herself she was already thinking of that Balinese stud, wondering if the woman had left his bed to return to her husband. Lucy decided to walk past bungalow six on the way back. Who knows? Maybe he was ready to go again.

Three loads in me would feel deliciously wicked.


Chapter 12

“What the fuck am I paying you for?” Ian rasped. “Goddamn it, Silas. My revenge is almost wasted. My vengeance diluted.”

“What happened?” Silas asked, dipping the long-handled cup into the small pool of water and pouring the contents over the rocks, releasing a cloud of steam.

They had agreed to meet at the men’s sauna. Zadie could not be allowed to see them together, nor could Lucy. They changed clothes away from each other and wrapped towels, entering the sauna separately. The last man had just left when Ian launched his outburst.

“Lucy fucked some local guy!” Ian croaked. “I saw the whole thing. What’s the point of destroying Jaxen if my wife is simply going to fuck other men too.”

“That’s a valid point. Maybe you should drop this scheme of retribution.”

“No! Jaxen is to blame, not Lucy. He’s the one that led her astray.”

Silas sat the cup by the pool and dropped onto the smooth wooden bench. He sat across from Ian and noticed he could see up the man’s open towel to his small, pink, mushroom dick. He looked away to hide his grin.

Now we see the real reason for your anger and resentment, Silas thought. That little dick explains a lot.

Ian went on about his many frustrations, but Silas tuned him out. He was an annoying little man, full of complaints but unwilling to confront any head on. Silas leaned forward, parted his legs to rest his elbows on his knees. He nodded frequently so Ian thought he was listening. When he leaned back, he kept his legs spread. Ian could see up his towel just as Silas had. Ian’s gaze soon landed on Silas’s beefy shank slumbering between his legs. Ian fell silent, suddenly out of things to say. The sauna was quiet for a time.

“Get Zadie away from Jaxen,” Ian said, finally. “Take her back to your bungalow. Put a goddamn baby in her already.”

“I’ll do my best.”

Ian glanced at Silas’s cock again. The thing was a cannon resting on a towel of soft Egyptian cotton.

I must keep Lucy away from Silas. In her weakened state right now she’d be all over him. I must give her time to remember her vows and come back to me. This is all Jaxen’s fault.


Chapter 13

Jax flipped the ends of his tie around, forming the knot. He cinched the silk up to his neck.

“Must I attend?” Zadie asked.

“Yes. It’s the awards presentation. The company did pay for all this. It’s the least you can do.”

Zadie watched her husband for a moment longer.

“Fine.” she said, begrudgingly.

Frustrated, she pulled her formal evening gown from the closet. Silas waited for her at the bar, and she desperately wanted to see him. She and Jax had a few too many drinks at lunch, making her horny. An awards banquet with Jax was the last thing she wanted to do.

“They say a storm is coming tonight,” she said.

“I heard that too. I think it’s supposed to blow through quickly.”

Reduced to talking about the weather, she mused, sadly. With my own husband. Where did our passion go? I should be craving him, not Silas.

She continued to dress. She put her hair up and applied touches of makeup, nothing too fancy for a ball she did not wish to attend. They finished dressing and left the bungalow.

The banquet hall was massive and decorated in a rainforest theme. Live birds with colorful plumage flew around the walls. Circular tables were evenly spaced, and the seating was open. They were late, so few seats were available, forcing them to wander the hall hunting for two seats together. At last, Jax led them towards an open table. Zadie scanned those already seated and noticed a gorgeous younger woman in a revealing gown.

Understandable for the tropic heat but perhaps inappropriate for this formal occasion, Zadie thought.

Then she noticed the way the woman was looking at Jax. She let her eyes drift to her husband’s face and his attempt to hide his true feelings about this young pretty thing.

Oh, my God, Zadie thought with a flash of insight. Jax is fucking this bitch. It’s obvious. Is her husband an idiot? I can’t believe Jax led us to the table where his lover sits. Asshole!

Jax introduced himself and his wife and Lucy and Ian warmly received them. They sat and the foursome chatted easily, discussing the incredible resort and current events. Zadie seethed on the inside. She reminded herself she had no right to be upset, she was a cheater too, but she swore to herself she’d never have put Jax in a position like this.

As the conversation continued, Zadie watched Lucy. The girl, and that’s how Zadie saw her, was dazzling. The gown she wore revealed her body in sexy ways and Zadie was forced to admit what an incredible body it was. Lucy oozed feminine sexiness. Zadie was shocked to discover she felt attracted to this young harlot.

Her assessment of Ian revealed much more. He was a petty man, Zadie decided, intelligent and well-educated but small-minded and vengeful. Zadie concluded Ian knew about Lucy’s infidelities but chose to ignore them. A man like that, Zadie theorized, would never again score a babe like Lucy. Zadie knew Ian held his pretty wife blameless. She studied Ian when she could, drawing the tacit man into conversation. She wondered if Ian understood Jax was the man Lucy fucked at work and gradually came around to understand that not only did Ian know about Jax, but he blamed Jax entirely and hated him with a passion.

Thunder rumbled outside.

Look to your own home, Zadie thought, feeling suddenly protective of her husband. Your wife is as much to blame as my man.

She ordered more wine. If she was going to sit at this goddamn table, she would need to be a little tipsy. Waiters worked the crowd, more thunder rumbled, food was served, and people ate. Dishes were cleared and dessert was provided, along with plenty of alcohol, and then, finally, awards were presented. Zadie applauded when Jax won biggest new account, and she applauded again when Lucy won for fewest sick days taken.

Halfway through the presentation the CEO stepped to the microphone and informed those present that the storm was upon them and that anybody caught outside would be brought in until the worst passed. The hall doors opened, and a dozen people entered, drenched, caught in the downpour.

Zadie spied Silas shaking the rain from his sweatshirt.

Lucy saw Agung, smiling broadly as he surveyed the banquet hall.

“I need to use the restroom,” both women said at the same time.

Zadie and Lucy laughed. The women rose together and left the table.

Jax looked like he was about to panic at the thought of both women alone together.

Zadie is smart, he thought. If Lucy makes one mistake, says one wrong word, I’m caught.

He had nothing to say to Ian, so he watched the women walk away and then studied the crowd, waving to colleagues here and there. Ian seemed lost in his glass of wine anyway. Jax began to fret, wondering if the women started talking, worried he was about to be exposed, cursing the bad luck that forced him to take seats at this table.

Zadie made us late, he fumed. We wouldn’t be seated at this table if not for her. These unfortunate circumstances are all her fault.

The women had gone only a short distance when Lucy saw Agung approaching from across the huge hall.

“I see someone I know,” she told Zadie. “You go ahead without me. I’ll catch up.”

There was a catch in her voice, the sound of stress. Zadie heard it and wondered why Lucy was suddenly anxious.

“No problem,” she said. “If we lose each other at the bathroom, I’ll meet you back at our table.”

They parted company but Zadie soon veered away, turning back to watch what Lucy did. She was surprised to see her pull a local man aside, apprehension clear on her face. Lucy spoke rapidly, clearly displeased, but the man only laughed. He bent down for a kiss, and she recoiled, pulling him into a corner and further out of sight. Intrigued, Zadie moved to keep them in view. She could not hear the words, but the body language was obvious: the Balinese man wanted something, and Lucy did not want to give it. He laughed again, seemingly reminding her she had everything to lose while he risked nothing. Lucy pleaded with the man, but he was indifferent.

At last, Lucy relented, pulling his rain-soaked sleeve and leading him away from the company gathering. She led him down a narrow hallway stacked with extra tables and chairs. Zadie debated following but only for a moment, too curious about the woman fucking her husband. Did she have other lovers? Zadie felt strangely betrayed, protective of her husband. She was sure Jax did not know.

I can’t get too disgusted, Zadie thought, remembering what she did in the adult bookstore with Mira. Cheaters cheat.

Lucy led the man down the hall, checking for someplace private, making it up as she went. Away from the bustling noise of the banquet hall, Zadie heard the younger woman speak.

“I’ll suck you off, but this is the only time. Leave me alone after this. Deal?”

“Deal,” the local man said.

Lucy tested doors until she found one unlocked. She led them into a room with high curtains along the walls. Zadie slipped in before the door closed and hid behind the huge drapes, following. Lucy soon stopped and pushed the man against the wall.

“Take it out,” she told him.

“You take it out. I know you love it.”

Zadie silently moved into position. The man was handsome and had a nice body, but his arrogance and overconfidence were a turn off. Lucy grabbed the front of his crotch and hurried to unbuckle and unzip his pants. She tugged his jeans down and then came back for his boxer briefs. Lucy drew those down too, revealing a thick tube of meat.

“I saw you with your husband,” the man said.

“Leave my husband out of this,” Lucy said.

“Does he know you fuck strangers?”

“No.”

“What’s my name?”

“Agung.”

The man chuckled.

“I like that you remembered it. Put my balls in your mouth.”

“We don’t have time for foreplay.”

“I don’t give a shit. Tell him there was a line at the bathroom. Tell him the bathroom was closed, and you and your pretty friend had to go find another. Put my balls in your mouth.”

Lucy gave an exasperated sigh but sank in front of the man. She lifted his cock and rested it on her face before dipping under. Zadie could not see his balls enter Lucy’s mouth, but she certainly heard his satisfied sigh.

“That woman you saw in her bed?” Agung said. “She heard me fucking you on the terrace. She got mad. I told her to fuck off back to her husband. What is it with all you white women coming to our paradise? You are all hungry for new dick. New big dick, I should say.”

Lucy rolled him around with her tongue and then eased him out to crawl up his growing shaft. Zadie watched with growing excitement. The man was big, and Lucy was a petite little thing, which made his cock look bigger. She wrapped both hands around the shaft and sucked on the head.

“Give it to me,” she said.

“Earn it.”

Lucy got to work. She attacked his meat, licking all along the veins from balls to head and then sucking hard on the hole at the tip. She eased the head far into her mouth and Zadie watched Lucky’s cheeks dimple when she sucked. She teased the man’s inches until he was rock hard.

“We can’t fuck this time,” she panted. “I must get back. Just cum in my mouth. I’ll swallow. Would you like that? I’ll pull your jizz right out of you.”

He didn’t answer, mesmerized by Lucy’s assault. She moved her dress aside, freeing her young firm tits, granting him a visual treat to go with her cock worship. He stared and then reached down to fondle them as she worked on him.

“I want to fuck you again,” he said.

“Next time,” she promised. “Before I leave Bali. Cum in my mouth.”

She stroked him with both hands and sucked on the head. Zadie watched with a growing arousal. Joining Lucy was out of the question, but the thought crossed her mind. These two lovers made a gorgeous couple, and the sex was hot and real. Zadie rubbed her pussy through her dress, watching.

Lucy concentrated on her attack. The man had no defenses. She forced his load up from his balls, driving him wild until he exploded. He grabbed her head to force his cock deeper and then blew a huge load straight down her throat. She gulped and choked and gulped some more. Zadie listened to his grunts, knowing each was another hot blast of sperm.

Time to go, Zadie told herself.

She slipped away just before he finished, hurrying to the ladies’ room and joining the back of the line. Her legs trembled and her hands shook. Was that how Lucy sucked off Jax? It was too upsetting to think about. Zadie was horny and embarrassed and angry all at the same time. Minutes later Lucy joined the line. Zadie waved her forward.

“Where were you?” Zadie asked, covering her tracks.

“I know you watched me,” Lucy said. “I saw you watching from behind the curtain. Please don’t tell my husband. You could ruin everything for me.”

“Who was that guy?”

“Just some guy. I met him earlier today on my way to the beach. I was supposed to meet someone.”

Zadie felt like she wanted to explode but forced herself to remain calm.

Yeah, my husband, you fucking slut.

“But you stopped off to fuck that guy?”

Lucy covered her heart with a hand.

“You should have seen him. He was standing over a woman he’d just fucked unconscious. He was still hard and full of lust. You saw how handsome and hung he is. I know I should have kept walking, but I couldn’t. You’re married. You know how difficult things can get. We love our husbands, but we miss the juicy parts of life. Haven’t you ever wanted to stray? Be honest.”

Zadie felt the anger and jealousy drain. Lucy was merely a woman, like herself, living a life of happiness mixed with disappointments, victories mixed with defeats.

“Yes.” She cleared her throat. “Yes, I have wanted to stray.”

“Have you actually done it? I can’t be the only one that wrestles with this.”

This woman worked with her husband. Revealing personal details was probably a bad idea, she thought. Against her better judgement, Zadie’s heart went out to Lucy. How could it not? The girl was human. Zadie understood exactly what this younger woman was feeling. She found herself almost admiring Lucy. In a strange and convoluted way, Zadie felt proud that a woman as attractive as Lucy had picked Jax.

“I have,” Zadie admitted.

Lucy sagged, relieved.

“Don’t get me wrong,” she said. “Love and intimacy are great. I crave them, like every woman. But nothing beats the thrill of a new dick. Am I wrong? They mostly feel the same, except for the big ones, but that rush of new hands on you, that thrill of touching and being touched by someone new. It’s the best. Nothing compares.”

“I’ve never thought about it that way but yes, you’re right. When the newness wears off, it goes back to just being sex again.”

“I think Mother Nature wants us to fuck around. I think evolution pushes us to have lots of partners. Mother Nature wants our DNA mixed.”

Zadie had to regard Lucy in a new light. She was not the empty-headed party girl she’d first assumed.

“I rushed to judge you,” Zadie said.

“I know,” Lucy said. “I saw it in your eyes.”

“I’m sorry.”

Zadie impulsively leaned forward and kissed Lucy on the lips. Shocked, at first, Lucy let herself melt into it. The two women ignored the looks they got from the other women in line. Zadie slipped the tip of her tongue between Lucy’s lips, tasting the inside of the younger woman’s mouth. They broke the kiss, both a little breathless.

Lucy studied Zadie’s pretty face while chewing a fingernail, debating if she should say more, bursting with the need to relieve her guilt.

“I’m sorry too,” she said. “But before we become even better friends, you should know, I’m fucking your husband.”

End Part Two

Part Three Coming Soon
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